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•388 

III 3. 

'Twas thus, O Moon ! thy failing light. 
When Athens' army thought of flight 
From that dark Sicilian shore, 
To their distant country bore 
The omen of her slaughter'd host, 
Of coming woe and glory lost. 

IV. 

Such augury is in thy looks to-night : 

And with awe mingled with a stern delight, 

The warrior or the poet now 

May gaze on thine ensanguined brow ; — 

But not the lover ! all too rude, 

It suits not with his milder mood ; 

Better he loves to look on thee 

When shining in thy purity ; 

Clad in thy robe of virgin snow, 

As thou wert an hour ago, 

Or hid by fleecy clouds alone 

That canopy yon azure throne. 

And yet, to kim all nature seems 

Tinged with soft hues by fancy's beams, 

As distant rainbows beauty shed 

On the rugged mountain head : 
Then, though thy right be like the torch of war, 
Still will / hail thee as the lover's star ! 

W. R. H. 



SONNET TO PSYCHE. 

Of the bright forms that flash'd on Greece's vision 

In her day-dream of glory, when the smiles 

Of light were glowing in her blessed isles, 
And phantoms beautiful from realms elysian 

Breathed like expiring echoes through her clime ; 
Leaving the sweetness of their lingering thrill 

In murmured whisperings of former time — 
Thou wert the loveliest, and lovelier still 

To me, that one sweet child * of mournful lay, 
To whose sad spirit, upon memories sweet 
And passionate dreams to dwell was exquisite ! 

Sang forth of thee in our less glorious day, 
Than that to thy caress the god of love, 

A vanquished conqueror left his throne above ! 

B. M. 

* Mrs. Henry Tighe. 



